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From the banks of the Euphrates to the shores of the
Red Sea; from the banks of the Nile to the Persian Gulf,
over a spread of country three times the extent of Germany,
Nature, without an interval, ceases to produce. Beneficent
Nature! Let us not wrong her; for, even in a land appa-
rently so unfavoured, exists a numerous and happy race.
As you wander along, the appearance of the desert changes.
The wilderness, which is comparatively fertile in Syria,
becomes rocky when you enter Arabia, and sandy as you
proceed. Here in some degree we meet with the terrible
idea of the desert prevalent in Europe ; but it is in Africa,
in the vast and unexplored regions of Libya and Zahara,
that we must seek for that illimitable and stormy ocean of
overwhelming sand which we associate with the popular
idea of the desert.

The sun was nearly setting, when an Arab horseman,
armed with his long lance, was suddenly observed on an
eminence in the distance. He galloped towards us, wheeled
round and round, scudded away, again approached, and our
guide, shouting, rode forward to meet him. They entered
into earnest conversation, and then joined us. Abdallah,
the guide, informed me that this was an Arab of the tribe
I intended to visit, and that we were very near their en-
campment.

The desert was here broken into bushy knolls, which
limited the view. Advancing and mounting the low ridge
on which we had first observed the Bedouin, Abdallah
pointed out to me at no great distance a large circle of low
black tents, which otherwise I might not have observed, or
have mistaken them in the deceptive twilight for some
natural formation. On the left of the encampment was
a omall grove of palm trees; and when we had nearly
gained the settlement, a procession of women in long blue
robes, covering with one hand their faces with their veils,
9,nd with, the other supporting on their heads a tall and